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HEN the polite Arts were raiſed to their greateſt Perfec- 

tion amongſt the Greeks, it was a favourite practice with 

the moſt eminent Maſters, to have their Performances ſubmitted to 
the enquiry of the public Eye, in order to be able to gather the ſenfe 
of the People, relative to their Merits or Defects, that in conſe- 


quence they might apply themſelves to an improvement of the 
tormer, and a correcting of the latter. 


THe ſimilar, and lately inſtituted Practice amongſt ns, hath 
been productive of ſtill farther advantage to this nation in gene- 
ral, as well as to individuals; becauſe it gave us an opportunity 
of being made early acquainted with the ſuperior abilities of ſe- 
veral young Artiſts, who, otherwiſe, might have languiſhed 
many years, perhaps their whole lives, in obſcurity, unnoticed, 
and unrewarded ; thro' the malignant influence of preſcriptively 
incumbent unworthies, that had engroſſed to themſelves through 
private cabals, or other partial manœuvring, the biaſſed Opinion 
of the faſhionable World; and whoſe habitual malevolence never 
failed to ſpeak down, or to keep aloof, all meritorious Candidates 
on whom they looked, not only with an envious, but an hoſtile y ; 
convinced, that any ſhew of their ſpirited execution muſt ſoon 
triumph over the taſteleſs De/ining, as well as over the infipid, 
and inexpreſſive Colouring of veteran Dulneſs. 


WHAT a poor and deſpicable figure would the Pictures of 
many (who twenty years ago, to the no great credit of our na- 
tional Taſte, were eſtimated as the beſt Painters in Eng/and) now 


make 


. THE PREFACE. 


make among the Performances by our young race of emulating 
Candidates ? | 


WHAT a mean expedient has it been of ſome ſuch, and their 
miſinforming Partizans, to employ and direct a proſtitute Grub- 
ſtreet Pen to throw out crudely, and precipitately, in even a day 
or two after the opening of the Exhibition, an indigeſted, taſte- 
leſs, and nonſenſical miſrepreſentation of thoſe junior talents, 
their impotence was afraid of entering into a competition with— 
but ſuch coarſe and bare-faced malice ever defeats itſelf. 


Ir may be ſafely aſſerted, without any treſpaſſing againſt truth, 
that even from the fir, and that but a few years ago, down to 
the Preſent Exhibition, the Painting Art has been brought for- 
ward half a century, in compariſon' with its wonted crawling 
progreſs, before that animating Ara. And what muſt now infuſe 
new ſpirits, and add new vigour to every aſpiring Genius, is the 
Exhibition at Spring Gardens having been honoured (previouſly 
to that of the Publick's) with their Majeſties gracious and en- 
couraging inſpection ! A new proof, how dear to thoſe munificent 


and royal Perſonages, is held every. laudable attempt to cultivate 
the politer Arts. 
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SEAS AL. GAIN the rolling year its race hath run, 

Again the heirs of Genius meet the ſun ; 

Their off rings bright to Fame's fair Temple bring, 
To vie with Nature, and to crown the Spring. 
With pure ambition fir'd, they now contend, 


Here each a foe ſhall meet, here each a friend ; 
With manly fervour in the noble ſtrife, 

They ſtretch for glorious Fame their better Life. 
Let candid judgment at the goal preſide, 

As far from envy as degrading pride; 

With lenity ſevere, the conteſt ſcan, 


Arraign the Artiſt, but abſolve the man; | 
5 Wich 
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With taſteful eye ſurvey the ſanguine band, 
As now preſented by the Poet's Hand. 


Lo!—BarreTT's Moon-prece ſtrikes the dubious Gght, 
With ſomething ſtrange that's neither day nor night; 


A mongrel medium in that work is ſeen, 

Nor this, nor that, but ſomething both between ; 
His Luna's Realm, her brother's beam invades, 
And throws his Noon-tide Mantle o'er the ſhades. 
Which clear reveals each Inſe&'s gaudy wing, 
With all the daiſies of the painted Spring. 

Such meer Minutiæ, labour'd, and correct, 

A pedant pencil through the whole detect; 

The utmoſt diſtances, exact, impart; C5 

The finiſh'd formal ſtrokes of fearful Art. 

No bold implicit random ſketches ſtrike, | 

That ſomething ſo unlike, and yet ſo like 

His blank Chaotic maſſes quite confound, _ 
The puzzled fight, nor maſk th indefinite ground: 
No fading forms that from the fight decay, Hg 
By moon- light glimmer, feem to die away 
Like evening ſhades, or viſions of the night, 
Amuſe the fancy, and defraud the n 
For all is too expreffive, all too bright. 

Tho' Genius there her utmoſt charm may boaſt, 
Yet judgment nods, the character i is Tot. 
Defect of unity this piece muſt bear, 


Which elle, ſo rich, might ſhine ſo matchleſs rare; 


For Pencil, Fancy, and Deſert are there. 


His 
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His Rainbow next with pleaſure we muſt view, 
The parts are ſtriking, but the whole too blue ; 
The ſimple ſcene with grandeur is ſurcharg'd, 
With lacings loaded, and too much enlarg'd ; 
A bright embroider'd birth-day ſuit it ſhews, | | 
Where too much pomp and gaudy glitter glows. 
The Pencil's fuſtian finiſh'd up with pains, 

In ſwelling ſplendor through this rainbow reigns ; 

And yet the ſurly Critic muſt confeſs, 

Its greateſt fault is beauty in exceſs! 


View BruMPToON's heads——APELLEs' ſelf might pralle, 
And round their temples bind the attic bays ; 
Their vigour, energy, their grace and air, 
Their eaſy attitude and converſe clear ; 

Where princely YoRK with condeſcending mien, 
Amid the groupe is lov'd, as ſoon as ſeen ; 
Muſt charm the ſkillful, and delight the gay, 
And BRUMPToON's talents to the world diſplay ; 
Yet rigid rules ſome blemiſh will detect, 

1 The limbs not perfect, nor the lines correct. 
With ſmaller Maculæ this piece they charge, 
But Critics have a fondneſs to enlarge; 

On Peccadillos are ſtill prone to dwell, 

Diſſect what's faulty, and o'erlook what's well. 
His works muſt give the candid'ſtrong delight, 
Their charms are many, and they ſtrike at ſight. 


How 
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How happy CorEs ! Thy happy ſkill ſhall ſhine, 
Unrivall'd in thy claſs, almoſt divine; 
For royal CHARLOTTE's finiſh'd form is thine ! 
How on thy canvaſs, Cor Es, with joy is ſeen, 
The tend'reſt Mother, and the mildeſt Queen ; 
Who can her dignity with meekneſs blend, 
And loſe awhile the Empreſs in the friend ; 
Who makes humility her higheſt boaſt, 
For then the pious Queen commands the moſt. 
The joy of Britain in her boſom lies, 
What inexpreſſive ſweetneſs in her eyes! 
Maternal fondneſs and maternal grace, | 
Breathe in her air, and beam upon' her face. 
With boundleſs charity from heaven that ſprings, 
The balm of Kingdoms, and the crown of Kings ! 
The royal Babe in florid beauty glows, 
In fond careſſes, and ſerene repoſe ; 
Whilſt angels' hover o'er its blooming head, 
And all their dews divine around it ſhed. 
Now CorkEs have done; now cloſe thy taſk of Fame, 


In GeoRGeE's ſun-ſhine, and in CHARLOTT's name. 


* 
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TERE DANCE on Timon proves his genius good, 
And draws the fierce M:/-anthrop in the wood; 
The Groupe is noble, and th' expreſſion ſtrong, 
The figures faultleſs, not one atom wrong; 


The 
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The whole deſign is manfully ſuſtain'd, 
And each emphatic figure well maintain'd. 
See, ſee, each ſportive tantalizing maid, 
The ſolitary Timon's ſoul invade; 

What taunting energy they playful ſhew, 

To grate his heart with aggravating woe ; 
Whilſt he untroubl'd with determin'd face, 
Abhors his kind, and curſes all his race. 

This Piece may vie with honour'd maſters old, 
And yet its faults muſt by the Muſe be told. 
A duſky grey the colouring lets down, 

And clouds the ſplendor of his juſt renown ; 
Tho' well this Artiſt claims a foremoſt place, 
He wants a Titian's tint, yet wants not grace. 


See DEAN's young Laurel with luxuriance ſpread, 

Thoſe vivid leaves that ſoon ſhall bind his head ; 
His Pencil PALMERSTON may ſafe applaud, 

A preſent Lambert, and a future Claud. 

His country church-yard may. with Grey's compare, 

For all the marks of manly: taſte ſhine there. 

His Proſpects of the Elbe and Danube thew, 

How rich his fund, how faſt his fame ſhali grow. 

A teſt ſevere has prov'd his Merit pure, 

For taſteful TEMPLE can his 'tints endure : 

Illuſtrious Youth, whoſe copious claſſic mind, 

Adorns high rank, and dignifies mankind. 


C Thrice 
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Thrice happy Dean that ſuch a Judge can claim, 
Whoſe frown's proſcription, and whoſe ſmile is fame. 


Let GAinsB'ROUGH's Pencil next our ſight beguile, 
In lovely GRosvEeNoR, and in great ARGYLE : 
Judicious GROSVENOR with abſtracted air, 

May charm the ſullen, and inſtruct the Fair. 
What ſweet deportment, what a winning look 
What attribute Novel ? O frightful-why a Book 
A ſtudious Lady, and of rank fo high, 

Enrich her Reaſon, and fatigue her eye! 

With reading in this age of rant and rout, 

When drums and diflipation rage about, 

By faſhion is condemn'd, by heaven deſign'd, 
The pride, reproach, and glory of her kind; 
Here miſcellaneous GAainsBoROUGH may ſtand, 
And boaſt the laſt perfection of his hand. 


SEE HAMILTON three finiſh'd Figures give, 
Correct and eaſy, as they move, and live ! 
There HALLIFAx as literal we ſee, 

As he in Life and Courtly Scenes can be; 
With unaffected Grace he fills the Chair, 
The well-bred Stateſman with familiar Air, 
The Friend, the Britiſh Nobleman are there ! 
The other Figures ſpeak a happy {kill ; 

In happy touches, and their places fill. 


This 
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This little Groupe prophetic now may ſhew, 
What greater things this Artiſt yet may do; 
When warm'd by gen'rous emulating ſtrife, 
His future Figures, ſhall breathe large as Life: 


FRAncis HAYMAN, what wretched work's to do! 
Between poor Ipbigenia, Frank, and you? 


KETTLE appears with energy and eaſe, 
Born to ſurprize at once, the eye, and pleaſe ; 
And yet a fault the nobleſt Work may ſtain ; 
Who ſeeks a perfect Piece, may ſeek in vain. 
His Juno may be Juno, and well drawn, 

(On no Performance ſhould the Critic fawn) 
This Piece unrival'd for its worth may ſtand, 


And boaſt the happy Maſter's happy hand. 
Above a portrait muſt its merit ſhine, 


With air, and grace, and Majeſty divine. 
How hath the Goddeſs here the girl engroſs'd, 


For Elliot in his Juno is quite loſt ; 
His warrior next in character we view, 


A valu'd work where all the parts are true. 
The attributes ſubjoin'd are ſtrong expreſs d, 
The whole a Work of Genius is confeſs'd; 
Where taſte and ſpirit, force and grace contend, 


In friendly ſtrife, each other to commend. 


Now MERES and HUMPHRYS each with Maſter hand, 


In matchleſs minature unrival'd ſtand. 


The 
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The firſt in happy likeneſs finiſh'd high, 
Two princely Babes preſents to Britain's eye. 
Her blooming hope his valu'd hand diſplays; 


The ſecond's honour'd with an equal praiſe, 
In equal light with equal honour ſeen; 


P 


To Britain's eye preſents her much lov'd Queen ; 
In each attraction that fo juſtly draws, 
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Her people's wiſhes, and the world's applauſe ; ; 
Two Maſter-pieces more the Mufe engage ; ; 

In balanc'd juſt extremes of youth and age. 
What faults they have the Critic ſcarce can py, 


Without an envious microſcopic eye. 


Ho modeſt Marrow, with a meek addreſs, | 
Shrinks from the goal, and trembles at Buccels : 
His finiſh'd ſpecimens with finith'd mien; et eee fe 9 
Were bluſhing half held back, whillt half were ſen. 070% 562+ Bi 
His pregnant Genius would the view decline, 3 
Tho' big with marks of ev'ry great deſign. 
As fearful Nymphs with baſhful beauty hide, 
Their teeming honours: and prolific pride. 5 


Tho' Art and Nature in due time unite, . 
To aid the birth, and bring the fruit to light. 5 
Matur'd by foreign climes let Marino ſhe w, 7 j 
What his rich art and ripen'd hand can do; 1 
Adorn his Country with a full grown Piece, f 
And rival haughty Rome; nay, rival Greece. * 1 

0 : ? Y | 


—— 
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Tur Portrait MARTIN perfect pleaſure gives, 


And Franklin on thy canvaſs more than lives! 


THRICE happy PETERs to thy Pencil bow, 


And offer up the tablet of thy vow; 

To genius at her altar thankful bend, 

For ſhe and fortune have been each thy friend. 
There beauteous ANCA8TER with native grace, 
With all her virtues in her angel face; 

Her ſenſe, her elegance, her wit, her eaſe, 


In thy accompliſh'd Piece, command, and pleaſe ; 


Her inmoſt ſoul you mingle with her air, 
And all the beauties that inhabit there; 
Which o'er the form a thoufand graces throw, 
That like an eaſy robe around her flow. 

Her face you furniſh from her humane heart, 
And fill each feature from that feeling part. 
Her dignity of ſoul your talents ſhew, 

Her ſweet compaſſion for another's woe ; 

Her charity divine, her pious care, 

With all that Saints ſhould be, and Angels are; 
Her mind, her charms, thy happy talents give, 
And all her beauties on thy canvaſs live. 

And yet the Critick muſt his province keep, 
Nor o'er its faults (if faults it has) ſhall ſleep. 
Perhaps the Drapery too high may ſhine, 
Above the meekneſs of that face divine; 


Too luminous perhaps, may ſplendid glare, 


To. catch the eye before it reaches there. 
My | 8 


But 
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But this a grand tribunal now muſt try, 
Before the judgment of the publick eye. 


Tu Pencil PAyTow Britain's conqueſt draws, 
O'er vanquith'd Spain, in Europe's injur'd cauſe. 
With equal fury, and with equal might, 

He wakes our wonder, and he paints the fight, 

And does his Country's matchleſs Glory right. 

Lo! PavyTon's Moon-picce ſhines ſublime, ſerene, 
And nature there in pureſt taſte is ſeen, 

To deck the peaceful throne of night's pale queen; 


THERE prudent PENNY with diſcretion fraught, 
From ViRe1L's verſes takes his lucky thought; 
His ruſtick thence with frugal hand he gives, 

A tender feeling through the Picture lives; 

In rural virtue, and in rural glee, 

The Father, Mother, and the Children ſee; 
The figures prettily the eye beguile, 

With diff'rent attitudes, and diff rent ſtile. 
This pleaſant groupe deſerves a ſhare of praiſe, 
A cloſe ty'd, ſparing, handſome bunch of bays. 


I Look about; my anxious optics ſtrain, 
I look for REYNOLDs in the room in vain. 
REYNOLDS with great ideas now inſpir'd, 
Hath from the common crowd awhile retir'd. 
How wealth induces dulneſs by degrees, Pr 
Now ſated REYNoOLDs with indifference ſees, 
| His 


» 
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His laurel languiſh on a wither'd clod, 

Yawns o'er his wreath incult, and takes a nod. 
Some few he gives to keep his Fame alive, 

So Sodom could be ſav'd by righteous five. 

But when his Genius does its force reclaim, 
And rouze up all his latent love of fame; 

He like the ſun emerg'd from ſhades profound, 
Annihilates his Phantoms all around ; 


The maſter's triumph then the lofty roofs rebound. 


SERES too his naval wreath ſhall wide diſplay, 
With maſter-hand ſhall ſnatch the palm away, 
And Britain's matchleſs fleet ſublime array, 

His Landſkip STB BS with modeſt pride may rear, 
For nature in her ſimpleſt robe is there; 
With graceful form, and unaffected look, 

As firſt ſhe view'd within the cryſtal brook ; 
Her own pure likeneſs with delighted eye, 
A figure faultleſs, and fictitious ſky ; 
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When on her charms the Goddeſs glad would gaze, 


For nature gives herſelf the juſteſt praiſe. 

This Piece the happy Medium hap'ly caught, 

And is no more than juſt the thing it ought; 

A perfect Portrait of the copy'd place, 

Juſt heighten'd here and there, by taſte and grace. 
Each finiſh'd figure plays the ſportive part, 

Here Nature ſhakes the ſiſter-hand with Art. 


His Riders, Grooms and Horſes, ever right, 


Attract, ſurprize, command, and pleaſe, at ſight. 


But 
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But why, to Portraits ſhould his Genius ſtoop, 
And turn his back upon the fav'rite groupe ; 
Diſmount inglorious from the ſtately ſteed ? 
Relapſe to Portraits makes me ſmile indeed! 
How love of Fame its ardent thirſt diſplays, 
No appetite ſo keen as that of praiſe. 

This greedy drag-net would his fame undo, 
What, catch a fly, and let an eagle through! 

* This Juſt, alas, of univerfal ſway, 

Hath Kings, and Bards, and Painters caſt away. 
His faults, perhaps, are but the Critic's whim; 
But any foible is a fault in him. 

He keeps too cloſe ſome ſay to Nature's line, 
But thrift in him may like profuſeneſs ſhine ; 

« He ſeldom will to brave diſorder ſtart, | 

« Or ſnatch a grace beyond the reach of art.” 


Lo! WiLsoN's pictures to the ſight appear, 
Like hoary Phantoms when you firſt draw near ; 
The ghoſts of Genius on the ſurface ſeen, 

Thin, ſharp, emaciate, with a meagre. mien. 

Thoſe mouldy maſks: have frequent dup'd the eyes, 
Like ancient Gibeonites in grey diſguiſe ; 

Or like a morning in the month of May, 

When frugal froſts the laughing fields array, 


Thoſe flight fore-runners of a ſplendid day. 
Behind 


* Theſe verſes were written on 2 report that this great maſter intended to turn 
his talents to Portraits, which however was a very groundleſs rumour, and took its 


riſe from his ſketching a couple of friends by way of amuſement. 


( 17 7 


Behind this gauze What beauties do abound, 
What learning, judgment, taſte, and art, are found ! 
In him alone pathetic ſtrokes we ſee, 


The Tragick Narrative in high degree ; 


Terror and pity yield him juſt applauſe, 
And all the anguiſh of the heart he draws ; 
He only to this merit can pretend, 

To mark a firſt, a middle, and an end ; 
And yet this cenſure on his works mult fall, 


His forms are careleſs, and th' effect his all. 


His Moor-park here a grand exception ſeems, 
Where vig'rous warmth o'er all the ſurface gleams ; 
Where a flat continent before him falls, 

With endleſs ſtretches as his genius calls. 

How the blue Ether on the diſtance lies, 

Fades into fantoms, and to nothing dies, 


Regales the judgment, but defrauds the eyes. 


3 AN Admiral once more, Dan WRIOGHr ſhall ride, 
YN With floating pomp upon the ſwelling tide ; 


Unmatch'd, like Britain's navy, is his hand, 
His works the teſt of envy now ſhall ſtand : | 
This laſt production is by far the belt, | 
Like Mosks' ſerpent ſwallows up the reſt. 
His rocks and water may with Wiſſon vie, 
And Barret view them with an envious eye. 
A faultleſs firſt rate ſhall this picture ſweep, 
The mimick monarch of the painted deep. 

E ORRERY 


— — —ů— 
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ORRERY * WRIGAT ſhall there the teſt abide, 
In high hiſtoric ſtile, and epic pride; 
His Indian Captain makes the Critics ſtare, 
And awes their envy with his martial air. 
His Piece comes out, and meets the eager eye, 
And gives to Sight, almoſt to Touch, the lie. 
The canvaſs ſtands behind, detach'd by art, 
The whole 1s noble, and ſublime each part. 
His candle-lights afford no mighty treat, 


The puny play-things of a hand ſo great. 


HisToRic WEST our wonder would renew, 
And gives once more his matchleſs works to view. 
Poetic fiction here his toils impart, 
But fiction ſeldom reaches to the heart ; 

Where the grand marvellous uſurps the place, 
Of feeling nature with enormous grace ; 

A neutral pleaſure ſuch productions raiſe, 

We gaze aſtoniſh'd, but untouch'd we gaze. 

His Jupiter ſome Critics would arraign, 

But candid minds may judge their cavils vain. 
The point of time (ſay they) was not hit right, 
His Jove ſcems ſleepy, Semele is light. 

Who without ſmiling can this picture ſee, 


Where ve himſelf ſeems more afraid than ſhe ; 


With timid hand his idle thunder holds, 
And looks as blank as when his Juno colds ? 
He 


* This denomination the artiſt juſtly deſerves for his excellent picture exhibit- 
ed laſt year, 
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He ſhould put on his thunder-darting fire; 

In frightful ſpaſms ſhould the pale nymph expire. 
What pains has this miſtaken labour coſt, 

The ſpirit of the ſtory quite is loſt; 

So ſurly Cynicks will expreſs their pride: 


Thus envy often from the mark ſhoots wide. 


Bu T here the ſoul his happy ſkill commands, 
Here envy droops, here candor claps her hands. 
His Venus and Adonis ſtrike the fight, 

With tender paſſion, wonder, and delight ; 

In uniſon the melting figures glow, 

A mingling ſweet duet where graces flow ; 
Where ruſhing from the heart their wiſhes fly, 
In talking tranſport to th' extatic eye. 

This picture equal to the ſubject ſhines, 

And We/jt like Ovid, lives through all the lines; 
Yet even here the Critic more would ſeek, 


The magick grace, the marvellous antique. 


NEXT Pyrrhus ſav'd with heart felt pang we view, 


In nature's conflict, literal, and true ; 

O'er all the groupe how happy genius gleams, 

In ſweet coincidence of ſtrong extremes. 

How fancy there her fertile field enjoys, 

How judgment here preſerves th' important poize ! 


See terror and impatience now prevail, 
See wonder next, and pity turn the ſcale ; 


Who 
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Who. can that babe without emotion ſee, 

Climb ſmiling up the melting monarch's knee ? 
The melting monarch with conſenting eyes, 
Expreſſes pity, wonder, and ſurprize |! 

The Queen aftoniſh'd feels kind nature's link, 
Whilſt theſe ſeem ſtanding on deſtruction's brink ; 
How doubt, how fear, how terror, and amaze, 
Diſtort their muſcles, through their eye-balls gaze! 
A mental earthquake ſhakes their ſuff ring frames, 
And paſſions rend them that have yet no names; 
When pointing back with frightful frantic air, 

At danger, death, at horror, and deſpair. 

Yet all this tempeſt ſo outrageous wild, 

To gentle ſoft degrees is temper'd by a child. 

His tender touches nature's ſprings obey, - 


See- the Queen vanquiſh'd, and the King give way. 


Through ev'ry form the ſkilful eye can trace, 
Affection, force, with character, and grace. 

If compoſition has a maſter's claim, 

Give Weſt the wreathe, for he deſerves the name. 
And yet this piece, where ſterling worth is ſeen, 
Muſt pay a tribute to the throne of ſpleen ; 

It wants effect I hear ſome Critics cry, 


Who judge from ſurface, ' and conſult the eye. 


Such Critics ſtudy not at Raphael's ſchool ; 
They never felt his force, nor taſte his rule ; 


In pictures, as in men, true judges find, 


A worth intrinſic ſtampt, for both have mind. 
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Tas Child reſtor'd invades each feeling part, 
And is itſelf a miracle of Att. 


The Father, Mother, and the Prophet ſhew, 
What Genius judgment, and what taſte can do. 


How nature 1s excruciated there, 
Between the ſtrong extremes of hope and fear, 
The parent's paſſions, and the prophet's pray'r. 


What joy abſorbs the undulating ſtrife, 


When now the ſtripling is reſtor'd to life. 
This Maſter-piece excells what's gone before, 
And lifts thy climax Ws x ſtill more and more. 


But yet its faults no maſter beauty ſalves, 


The ſpirit never does its work by halves ; 
A fiat- lux our wonder there ſhould find, 


Out-ſtripping thought, and ſwifter than the mind. 


The youth at once th' aſtoniſh'd eye ſhould trace, 
In perfect plight, when nature yields to grace, 
With ſomething more than human in his face ; 
Nor ſhould by flow degrees to life advance, 

As if juſt waking from a drowſy trance: 

An inſtant vigour through his look ſhould ſhine, 
And ſhew the working of a hand divine. 

Some ſhades, 'tis true, might in the lines remain, 
Of vanquiſh'd languor, and of recent pain; 

To mark the miracle with Raphael's Art, 

And melting mingle with the gazer's heart; 

But pure perfection is no mortal's claim, 


For Virgil is, and Raphael oft to blame. 
F 
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How long ſhall Veſt, o'er ſingle Portraits ſtay, 
And throw the. morning of his life away ? 

Ye Britiſh Lords your ready hands lend here, 
And lift him nobly to his native ſphere ; 

To Europe's eye his worth make largely known, 
And richly rear a Raphael of your own. 


Br1GuT ZarFrant's dramatick groupe we prize, 
Who catches character with eagle's eyes; 
A ſharp vivacity with comic air, 
The very eſſence of his Art declare; 
Did ever Pencil hit a ſcene more like, 
Did ever Genius yet ſo happy ſtrike ! 
There Shuter, Johnny Beard, and Dunſtal ken, 
They live, they move, and are the very men. 
No ſolid greatneſs ſeems deſign'd for him, 
His talent's humour, and his province whim ; 
A happy province which he fills fo fine, 
He never ſhould attempt at great deſign ; 
For then indeed he miſſes wide his way, 
As if Ned Shuter ſhould Othello play. 
Ned once in Richard, did Dan Garrick ape, 


With deſp'rate hazard, and with hair-breadth ſcape. 


Bright Zaffani by nature was deſign'd, 
In laughing likeneſs to excel mankind ; 
Aye! He ſhould rank in Garrick's comic claſs, 


Or be the Painter of an Hudibraſs ; 


In 
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In character alone he charms the eyes, 


'Tis there his fort he builds; his Genius lies. 


ZUCCRELL1's witches all their pow'r maintain, 
Who hears not When ſhall we three meet again? 


This maſter more, than common maſters, knows, 


Great SHAKESPEAR's magick from his Pencil flows. 
He ſtands aloft on Genius' higheſt ground, 

A ſtrong enthuſiaſt, and a judge profound ; 

A Genius, fill'd with fancy's brighteſt fire, 
Where all the painter, and the bard conſpire ; 
Which Shakeſpear kindled with his magic breath. 
The Wayward fiſters view, and wild Macbeth, 

In all the horrors which the ſcene can give, 

The murd'rer ſhudders, and the witches live. 

To talk of Landikip would be weak and vain, 
Juſt fit to bear this Maſter's pompous train 

Yet even there he ſtands confeſs'd alone, 


And all the Painter's laurel is his own. 


CONCLUSION. 
Hair ſons of Genius, year by year {till riſe, 
And lift Britannia's laurel to the ſkies ; 
To Europe's view make all its beauties known, 
Your Country's ſpreading honours, and your own 
Make its wide branches ſhade th' aſtoniſh'd Iſle, 
By Genius nurtur'd, and by George's ſmile ; 
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Let concord cultivate th' immortal tree, 

And emulation all your conteſt be; 

Stretch well each finew in the race of fame, 
| Not gold the motive, but a glotious name; 

| Oh ! labour well each high invalu'd piece, 
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Remember Rome's bright ſons, remember Greece. 
Let Britain vie with both, nay both excell, 

And all the graces in her boſom dwell; 

With both each high, each finiſh'd Wwe" compare, 
And boaſt a * and n here. 
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